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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
*Sadly didn't actually happen* 


The Smiths go to a gig 

| walked down the hotel's slim corridor towards the lift, | was on my way outside for a cigarette, a new but 
terrible habit i had picked up recently the hotel was so quiet and my footsteps echoed. | pressed the button to 
the lift and it opened instantly, a guy stood inside with a big leather coat on, he was a couple of inches smaller 
than me and had an impressive quiff of messy jet black hair, he looked as if he had eyeliner on but i couldn't 
see very well because his eyes were shadowed with huge circular sunglasses. 

"Evenin' he smiled at me and his breath smelt of cigarettes. 

"Alrite" | smiled back at him, he got out a pack of cigarettes and started fumbling around in his pocket, 
presumably for a lighter. 

"You off for a cheeky cig aswell?" | joked. 

"Aye, my roommate can't stand it" he said grinning at me with a slightly crooked smile. 

| smiled knowingly back, "yeah, same". 

The lift stopped and the doors opened, we walked out and towards the door and the cold air made me shudder, 


i was only wearing my skimpy dress for my gig later that night. 

"So you in a band or summot?" he asked me. | gave him a curious look 

"Yeah how did i give it away?" 

"You just look like the type" He paused and smiled "So what do yer play?" 

‘Guitar and sing" | said "And yourself?" | asked assuming he was in a band too. 

"just guitar for me" he said happily. 

"what's your band called?" | asked while exhaling smoke downwards and shivering. 

He started taking his coat off, "here" he said and he put it around my shoulders. 

"you sure?" he looked slightly confused, "course!" he said. 

| wrapped the coat around me, it fit me perfect although it looked huge on him. 

"suits ya" he said laughing. "thank you" | replied. 

We stood chatting for ages, going through several cigarettes. He was called Johnny and played in a band called 
the Smiths. He had great music taste, so | invited him to come my gig later on 

‘Sounds great" he said enthusiastically "it's never a bad thing to see a woman playing guitar". 
| grinned back and threw his coat over his little head which muffled some of the laughter. 


The gig went well, the audience were well up for it and my guitar sounded particularly impressive as the venue 
had really good acoustics, it was almost like some kind of old warehouse that had been done out pretty nicely. 
Johnny and one of his bandmates, Morrissey or something watched from the side, | didn't realise they were 
there till it was over. 

"That was pretty impressive" Johnny grinned at me. 

"Yeah it felt good, thanks." 

"Nice guitar" he winked at me. 

"It is, 1960 original Gibson" | said proudly, | had a huge obsession for vintage guitars. | turned my glance 
towards the man he was standing with, unlike Johnny he was very tall, about 6 foot. He had the shocking blue 
eyes and had pale milk bottle skin, he was quite striking and we must of stood staring at eachother for a while 
before Johnny interrupted 

‘Izzie, Morrissey, Morrissey, Izzie". 

"Good evening Izzie" he said to me in a soft, slow, funny voice, he sounded quite posh compared to Johnny's 
typical Manchester accent. He had a big smile on his face as well, somehow his face looked completely different 
when he smiled. 

"Good evening" | replied smiling. Jesus, | was speechless, good looking was a definite understatement. 

His hair was a rich dark brown and styled effortlessly into a quiff, his jawline was so sharp and prominent, his 
lips looked so red and his eyes were sparkling. Someone further backstage shouted at Johnny, and he wandered 
off. 

"Your gig was just." He trailed of and looked me in the eyes "well lets just say I'm never speechless". He said 
and giggled at his own joke. 

| laughed, the things he said were kind of funny but in a nice way, he seemed so gentle and harmless. My 
heart warmed to him. 

"Thank you very much" | said. "I'll have to come and see you and Johnny someday, what do you play?" | asked 
him. 

"| sing" he told me. 

“Shoulda guessed’ | sighed "Best looking ones are always the frontmen". | winked jokingly. He blushed furiously, it 


was almost as if he'd never been flirted with before, adorable. 


Chapter 2 

Johnny came in looking chirpy and smelling of cigarettes. "I've found something we can do tonight" he said 
confidently. 

"What?" | asked still looking down at my book | was reading, 

"Met a nice girl outside, she's in a band, said we'd go an see er gig’. Morrissey raised an eyebrow and smiled. 
"A nice girl?" he said mockingly ".nicer than Angie?" 


"Oh shut up Moz" he said seriously "It aint like that, she was a really nice girl, you'll like her". 


When we arrived at the gig Johnny found a good space to stand in the wings of the stage. 

"Are we allowed here?" | enquired curiously. Johnny hushed me quiet, as the lights suddenly went out. The 
crowd were ecstatic because they knew exactly what was going to happen next. There was a huge echo of 
drums on the stage and suddenly the stage was lit with a smoky blue tinge. 

A girl was appeared standing at the mic holding an old fashioned Gibson guitar, I'm not an expert on guitars but 
it looked vintage, I'd seen Johnny with one similar before. I'm not an expert with women either, there was 
something mysterious about her, when she opened her mouth to sing | was so overcome over with shock, 
since when could the human voice make such a sound? Since when was the English language able to fit so 
perfectly into a melody? 

Johnny gave me a grin. 


After the gig she came over to talk to Johnny. My heart starting beating faster for reasons unknown to me, 
apart from the fact she was very beautiful. Johnny introduced us before wandering off somewhere and 
leaving me nervously alone with her. She was so friendly, she asked me what | played, | told her | sang to 
which she sighed and joked "course... best looking ones are always the frontmen". | felt embarrassed and my 
cheeks flushed pathetically. 

"Thank you" | mumbled uncharmingingly. 

"Hey" she said softly and moving closer "l'm not joking". Then she looked down embarrassedly and we both 
started giggling. 


